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Lermontov, then a lieutenant of the Hussars, wrote Death
of the Poet and was exiled to the Caucasus. Everybody con-
tributed his expression of grief.
The poet is no longer. Fate has done its work.
The national Parnassus is deserted. Pushkin is dead. . . .
These mediocre verses by an unknown author fanned the
despair of Feodor and Mikhail.
Life at home became unbearable. The widower was now
disgusted with his work and thought only of burying him-
self in his estate at Darovoe. He decided to send his sons to
the Military Engineering School at St. Petersburg, which
seemed to him an excellent idea, because the graduates of
this institution could become either officers of a guards
regiment or engineers. Nevertheless, their departure for the
capital was postponed because of Feodor's sudden illness.
He suffered a loss of voice, and the various remedies em-
ployed proved of no avail. A specialist recommended a trip
in good weather, and the experiment was successful But
for the rest of his life Dostoevsky spoke in a strange, low
and "artificial" tone, which made his hearers uncomfortable.
The separation was a solemn one. Ivan Barchev, the hospital
chaplain, officiated at the services for the travelers. The
family, according to custom, sat around the table, rose again,
and made the sign of the cross; then the father and the two
sons climbed into the hired carriage which was waiting for
them.
The trip took almost a week. The horses proceeded at a
walk. At each relay there was a delay of three hours. The
travelers ate in village inns, and visited the stables where
the grooms harnessed the new horses. Then they resumed